a sausage roll. But you, Mrs Etteen, will draw the moral that by
laying yourself out to be exquisitely sweet, you may be making it
impossible for a plain man to endure your charm for longer than
a very brief honeymoon.
mrs etteen. But why does the same thing not apply to very
charming men? Franklyn Barnabas is the most charming man I
know; but Clara does not get tired of him. What is your answer
to that?
immenso. My answer is that perhaps she does get tired of him.
clara. Now you hold your tongue, Imm. That was not why
I went away.
mrs etteen. Oh! You did go away then?
clara. Now that Irnm has been inconsiderate enough to let it
out, you had better be told that Frank and I separated because he
and his brother here have set up a new religion which I simply
decline to entertain, and which I hope I have heard the last of,
mrs etteen [W/y] The separation did not last very long,
did it?
clara. Nearly a week. Do you call that nothing?
mrs etteen. You see, he came back.
clara. He came back! What do you mean? /came back. You
dont suppose he left me.
mrs etteen. I hoped it. But why dont you get tired of him if
what your brother says is true? Surely Franklyn is a Bath bun,
if ever there was one.
immenso. I should describe him rather as a Bath Oliver. A
Bath Oliver has no sweetness; but- it has a certain Cromwellian
cleanness and plainness. Hence, no doubt, the name Oliver.
mrs etteen. That is rather funny. But it leaves me lonely, and
Clara triumphant. Doctor Conrad: has science nothing to say?
conrad. Yes. Science tells you that the trouble is that Frank is_
not an amoeba.
mrs etteen. What is an amoeba?
conrad. Our common ancestor. An early form of life which
you will find in the nearest ditch.
mrs etteen. And where does Franklyn come in?
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